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M“Wﬂﬂ‘lmh as we

" would kittems,” growied ibe father.
_}' “Never mixd the bray, but burry sod get me

whisky,” said her mother, and this was

s into the worid

-

Bus thea thers was so little room for ehildren

"~ in the erazy, ram-abackly tevement-house in

Itsa balls literally
with them, and one could searcely elimd

the riskety staivs without treading on them.
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v the doors, and the windows were
d with their pale, pinebed, dirty little
.—:mmmmm Rix hun-
~+ 1o to feed and six wretched little bodies
i only with rags, belore

Betty came.

“The father and mother would contrive to

. gerape enough pensies together to ‘‘werk tne

I - -
..'-—l ™

regularly, but they found it bard work

42" g0 feed and elothe their shildren.

*

* The bewss in which they lived Was one of the

werac

reputation in the worst quarter of New

.
-

-

B e

ork. Packsd into its foul rooms were the offal
| senm of the sity. Its halls reeked with dis-
@ses and wasg with the hideous dia of fights
s this herrible stew of humanity, this sink of
squalor, rags and oaths, Betty’s baby-
paseed.
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b six years old she was sent on
staest 9 g  She was a pretty child, with
gentity of voft, curling. blonde bair, big. inne-
i Sleeeyss, and fair skin. People founa it
. those grest, beseeching eyes and the

 alaw she extended, and many a pen-
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and

in New York, sud she, a daugh
m huy

pot repew it; and now
formed. Her iittle bands blagzed wi
rings; diamonds as big as peas shook
pID - the shapely form was clothed
most stusniog gowne, and she teck her airing
every day in the park in her own vietoria.

She was madly bappy—intoxicated with bliss
In love with Juzury indeed, but more in love
with Der handsome, languid lover. He was
Iazily devoted to ber. Stretebed on the velvet
cusbions in ber little appartments, idly pufiog
his eigar he nulm: wn:.eyninl ;:ﬁ:my h:
m tr‘m whnen presen er wit
some sew bauble He found this girl from the
people & tather interesting study to him—not
balf-bad samusement And ashe! She wor-

sty
t Betty's dreamn was to be short. She bad
fancied in ber ignorance that it was to last
forever whiie with bim it was simply a new
sepsation—a fresh ex One day she
recsived & note from ber old manager, Mr. Rial
When could b» ses nerin reference to an en-
ent! He sioceresiy hoved she bad not
given up her ecareer, and so on.

She tossed it to her lover with an amused
amile. He read it carefolly, then said:

“Better look in oan the old duffer, little girl,
and »ee what he's got to offer.”

“To offerT” she repeated wonderingly. “Why,
wonld you be willing | should go back to the
stape lrlnl'

“Well darling, you see this sort of thing ean™t
alwars go or, and | should like to know you
ware in a situation to be comfortable.”

“}'l; carefully svoided looking at her as bhe
spoke.

“Poor little devil, it's well she should hear it
first as Inst.” he said to himself.

She stared at him with wide, frightened
Whert rould he mean?! Why could not their

~‘ag<, happy life go on forever in this fash-

i 1on!

»» sprape from her chair and ran to bhim
1o ask ira what ernel thine he meant, but lauch-
iuglightly, heput her ssidewith @eootling ea-
reas, saying he only meant to teare her.

The next day having been to see Mr. Rial and
to 1el]l him that she shonld vot return to the
stage for the present. on emerging from the
theater she potieed & great throng of people
pouring into s buildine near by. Pausing, she
asked an officer the attraction?

“It'a the picture, Miss,” he answered, touch-
ing his bar.

*“The pictnre! what pieture?™

“It's & grand picture of the Savier, Miss,
that's now on exhibition in that same building,”
he said

Betty started a little—bhesitated—then said to
her roachman:

“You ean wait here—I am going
the picture.”

She came intoa | roow, darkened save
for a flood of light which poured down direetly
npor: the graat eanvas stretched out bafore ha:.
Listle groupe of paople were sitting about, Ia-
dies, workingmen, business men, and as Betiy
sat down her Parisian gown brushed the folds
of the dress of a Sister of Charity.

I am not eoing to describe this pieture. Itis
enough to gay that it was a repressntation of
the supreme agony.of the Divine One.

Betty had heard of God. She had a vagde,
indefinite idea that there was someone far away
that ruled the universs She had never heard
Him referred to save by the caths of the Bucko
gaog, or by the skeptietal allusions of her lover
and his friends. She had never heard the sto
of the tragedy depicted belfore her, and wait
impatiently te hear what the elerical-looking
man who was about to explain it bad tosay |/

He told in a simple, siraightforward, earnest
and dyat dramatic manper the story of that stu-
pendous sacrifice Many of his hearers were
visibly affected, and Betty?

As in a dreamx: she had heard him, naver re-
moviag her eyes from that awful, angunished
face. She felt as if she were turning to stone
g_lhi sat there and heard the story of the eruci

ion.

“He was wounded for our transgressions and
bruised for our iniquities,” concluded tho
speaker, sud Betty rose with the others and
went mechanically out, and it was pot until she
saw her coachman staring in amazement at her
that sbe realized that her cheeks were wet witn
ber tears.

That evening ber lover gave a supper in her
spartments to & few cholee spirita Amidst the
poppiog of champagne corks, losd laughter and
suggestive eonversation, Betty saw constantly
that tortured. pallid face. Turn where she
would, she sould not escape its awful potevey.

The next day and the next, and many a da
after that Betty went to look at the pictare. It
floated before her when she walked the crowded
streets, and when she was alone that face
haunted her, and in the still watches of the
night it seemed to look at her with sad, re-
proachful eyes.

These were days of sore trial to Betty. Her
zeen eyes noted that she was fast losing the love
that was more than life to her. He was. grow-
ing tired of this uta;glonont, and was prepar-
ing to break it off. e saw his indifference,
his lassitude. At times she fiercely resonted it
and prepared to battle for his love, then again
sank into apathetie despalr and allowsd him to
drift forther away. At leagth the break came
and he Jeft her.

Thers was nothing for Betty but to go baek to
ber singiog and dancing. But the charm of her
piguant individ )ality was gone. How eonld
_lht'aing and dance while ber heart was break-
ine

As often as possible she stole in to look at her
beloved pictura. ‘“'He suffersd. teo,” she wounld
say to hersslf, and in her unlettered wayshe
framed a Jittle prayer, which she used to repeat
each time she went. Finally it seemed to poor,
simple Betty that the face no longer looked re-
proachfully at ber, but that at times it seeamed
almost to smile

The winter rolled by, and the spring eamas,
brioging all sorts of sad remembrances to Betty.
A vear ago shepaw him first—she reealled their
meetiog, and the time when he told her bow he
loved ber, and how bhappy he wounld make ber.
A great sob rose in the girl's throat but ehe
stared dry-eyed at the carriages rolling by her
as she sat wn the park this balmy May after-

noon,

>be had walked a long ways, and was tired,
and sas resting now and watching the children
at play on the green close by. Rosy-cheeked
boys lay sprawling on the grass, and bLabies
leaped and crowded in their nurses’ arms. One
tiny morsel of humanity had escaped from its
purse, ar™ was toddiiog aloog by itself in great
glea, It was a gala day, and the park was filled
with peovle

Suddenly above the erash of the band there
rose & cry of horror. A runaway horse came
madly plunging down toe roadway. People fled
io all directions, shrieking with fright The
vicious avimal, mad with terror and with the
noise and din. charged straight down upon the

ot of ground where the children wers playing.

rectly in his path stood the tivy, sweet-faced
baby girl—in apother instant the little
lifa wounld have been crushed
~when  eunddenly thers  sorang for-
ward a girl with set, white features. Sbe
suatched the dbaby and rossed it ont of danger—
then went down uander the flying brate, but even
as the iron boofs beat upon her brain she saw
the face illumined with & nameless light, and it
smiled tenderly in her dying eyes.

They lifted her, bleeding, mangled and seasa-
leas from the ground—the police drove back the
frenzied crowd, and a big officer raised the

'"“J bhis knee.
“No use,” he muttered, ‘‘its all over for her,
poor girl”

A oarriage drove bastily un. and the rescuned
child was handed by its sobbing nurse to the
distracted mother, who had witnessed the whole
scene fromr a short distance.

A tall, handsome man leaved from the same
cmiaga and pushed his way through the exciied
crow

He eame upon her lving there—he saw the
soft blonde hair he had so often caressed all
matted with blood and dirt—the little havnds be
had 80 often kissed clenched ia the agony of
death,

“Betty! he as he kneit beside her
and lifted her in bis arms

“Betty, was it you that saved my childi”

to lock at

She opened her eyes and looked for anm in-

stant into his
“Your child—your child,” she sighed. Then
a8 the truth penstrated het dulled senses, with
A tle smile she passed into the presence of
Him ““who was wounded for our traoagressions
‘ and bruised for our iniquities.”

—
Sam Swall and the Jugwamp.
Sam’s Sermon ia Pittsburg.

These swill-headed, pimple-nosed, whisky-
soaked bume say that Sam Small is aerank. To
them i say: “Yes, thank God, that's what he is.
What are youT" In nine cases out of ten he is
ashamed to tell what be is. He generally is
nothing. ['d ratber be calledacrank a thousand
times than be called what & nomber of yvou peo-
ple in ?ut Lihutr‘ jm rd ri:ther be a crani
than a jngwump. ugwumwp is one of those
oid, oadaverous-looking, picus-appearing men
who walks inte church with a saintly air, as if
be bad a pair of wings on under bis coat. He
takes » seat ia the amen corner, and might look
beavenly, but he doesn’t smell ir. His mouth
swells like » bunghole of a whisky-barrel. Whas
basiness has & pot sucking a bottle?
His excuse is that 5t. Paul told Timothy to take
some for bis stomach’s sake. Your stomachs

out |
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Written for the Sunday Journal., Fo

\ Fer Linsoln.

She wreath of rose buds white,

and ol e b toa,

One on whose cheoks the dusky shades of night
Melted in quadroon bleom.

Bh.lhmy::f. Naugit of remembrance dread
fresdom for her race.

“Why bringest thou this wreath of flowers to-day?
An armless veteran said;

“Tell me that I upon his tomb may lay
The ecrowning for your dead.”

“Ylﬂ. tbl-‘o u;d ‘ii?:;: ; F‘? martyred Lincein's bler,
tin s L
A}tm his nb: may not slumber here,
His soul is everywhere!

What mattered it if on sn unknown grave
Wil poon slagins Erom such ol
rom SOSLiy nave
S daths e 4

For all! His great soul, reashing far and wide,
Em mm&ndphn 7

The Fatherhood of —in taith he died—
And brotherhood of man!

~E. 8. L. Thompson.
WincnssTEr, IND.

i
Written for the Sunday Jourmal.

Juoe.

Like sweet bells set to happy tuces

On restful Sabbath afternoocs,

So all of life's remembered Junes

Are bound by bird songs, those to these
Whose throbbing chords, on mioce keys,
Awake the old-time melodies.

Too glad for tears, too sad for song.
They are the gladdest, saddest throng
Thet fancy feigns when days grow loag,
And nights w splendid; all the air

Is heavy witf:go swall of rare

June fragrances that breathe of prayer.

Great clouds of incense freizhted bloom
Awaken, with their blent perfume,
Vague whispers in adarkened room—
For May is dead, and on the wet

Moss rose-bud's lashes trembls yet

The diamonds of a vain regret.

Now, when the shine and shadow meat,
1 here falls upon the yeliow wheat

A pattering of many feet

That bring the early harvest rain,

The tear-drops of a pameloss pa.a,

For days that never come again.

e

As sunshine upon golden sheaves,

Or dew-drops upon dead rose leaves,

Thoe dreams the loom of summer weaves
Glow with the giory loving lends,

Or drop like kisses over {riends

When rest begins and labor ends.

~Edwin 8. Hopkine.
- ————
En Route te Shilol.

[[mpromptu lines written by Henry B. Hibben,
chaplain United States navy, upon the deck of the
Sontad Great’s bears te Titimining Landiug, decing the

o rant’s army to Pit , du t
gnont.h of February, 1863.]

Tha soldiers of the Union,
Who marched to Donelson,

And 'mid the snows of winter
‘R0 nobly fought, and won. .

The scldiers of the Urioe,
All loyal men and free,

Are cn an unknown journey
Far up the Tennesses.

A hondred steamers erowded
From upper deck to hold,

Move up the swelling river,
Gainst current strong and bold.

Hcrse, rider, mule and driver,
Apd regiments of men,

1ie down at night to slumber
In one one capacious dea!

No oune of all our number
Can tell us, whither bound,
Where we shall meet our foemen,
. When hear the cannon scund,
The signal of the onset,
Or when the rebel vell
2ball break with Sendish ferceness
From wooded field or fell.

“Come hither," said a soldier,
With trembling voice and low,
Who lay balf dazed with fover
In the siok huz:! the Roe.
*] dreamed of home, this moraiag,
Sweet home I long to see;
7 olasped the hand of mother,
And saw her smils on me."”

Mother afar art pining
For him thy gallant son,
Who, 'neath the starry banuer,
To the battle-field has gone.
Perhaps ¢'en now thou prayest,
“‘God bless the absent one!”
And he liss there so lowly,
His life-work nearly done.

8till, up the foaming river
Our fleet moves slowly on;
The flag of stars above us
Shines in the setting sun.
Thus the army of the Union—
Grant's brave sad loyal free—
Go on their unknown journey
Far up the Tennease.
———
Written for the Sunday Journal,

Spring Poetry.
On the property possesrer now the wicked old asses-

soT
Steals with watchful eye and stealthy, catlike tread,
But the honest old p. p. soon lets the villain see
What a good thing to bave a level head.

80 he smiles on the assessor, does the property pos-

sessor
And he bids him take s seat ard rest a while.

Hiz look is mild and frank as the o. a. fills the blaank
With sn honest valuation of his pile.

“Have you stocks or bonds!" “Not any—that is,
that's worth a penny."
‘‘No horses, cows, or sheep, or mules, or asses;
No dogs ofhlit-l_a’ar sex!” “Bir, my wife won't let 'em
vex her. ,
And 30 clean down the list ke passes.

“Oh, l.‘l;st old plug is Josie's, and the cow is Unele
O“U

8
But if you want to, why, just put 'em down.
That dogi Ob, bhe's a stray Tom found the other

day;
Some Lﬂncr lost him, 1 expeet, in town.”
*You won't take that old phaeton, the one that John

t beat on!
Wa.if put ber in, we'll say, at Gfteen dollars.
That crazy old pianner? It b'lougs to Sister Hanner,
"Taint hardly worth a pox of paper ecilars.

“My wateh! 'Twas bought for gold, but then its
dreadful old,
I've tried to give the old thing to the boys.
The one that Josie carries! I reckon that is Harry's,
Her besu, that's him out in Ilinois.

“Waal, ves, I guess that's fair;” and then he takes s

swear
To the lies he's told about his pelf and plunder,
And the wicked old assessor leaves the property pos-

sPssor
Thinking, “Can’t some honest pecple lie like thun-

derl”
CorLuMBUS, May!26.

—
Written for the Sunday Journal,
A Lemens,

Each day in the papers I sees

Neat verses and rhymes by the score;
Why is it they come nofPto mel

I've knocked at the fair muses’ door;
I walk while I'm longing o soar,

Ny rhymes with the sense will not mate;
In vain do | moaa and deplore--

Must commonplace prose be my fate?

With Herrick and Praed I am free,
Know Dobson and to the cove;

In each I have searched for the key;
Aias' I'm worse off than bafore.

I've delved into picturesque lore,
Gone deep into method and gait.

My Pegasus, will you net go on!
Must commonpiace prose be my fate!

I've scribbled of land aud of sea,
Of meadow, of dell, and of shors;
Of maidens the fairest that be,
Of lovers that pleaded and swore;
Yet somehow my lines are a bore,
At least to my eritic Miss Kate,
Who says she will resd them no more.-
Must commonplace prose be my fate?

M. L

Ensoy.

Alss that it's so. Ooce of vore

Not seuse to the song did relate.
When lsdies some sympathy wore

Not commornplace prose was our fatal A

e
Written for the ¥unday Journal.

Vialets and Roses,

Violets of amethyst,
Deepest, darkest blue;

In the moruing newiy kissed
By the loving dew;

These 1o masy & ons may be
Sweet as summer skies,

But the violet for me
1s in some one's eyes.

Roses richest pink or red
Fragrant, large or a-tﬁ;
Wasting odor overhead
Or apon the wali;
These upon some maiden breast
Unsaid words may speak,
But the rose that I love best
Biooms in some one s cheek.

—a——

Colonel Ray's 8lip of the Tongue.
New York Evening San.

An jnteresting figurs in the Methodiss eon-
ference is Col. John W. Ray, of ladianapolis,
e
ernor Cum 4 s
voice, and, like other lawyers in the conference,
talks on abrut every subject that comes wup.
sSome of his fellow tells & pood story
about an experience he at Atianta » few

x::lm He and a party of friends bhad
o to attend an interpational

Sunday
conveation. Ora evening they were all invited !

to sddress a od eon avon fn oue of the
S04 Cho Guti 0 Sl 0 cosing BoRYSS:
It was his purpose te consinde the invecation
in this fashion: “Bringus a!l at last, white
and black, no wanderer lost, inte the bleod-
washed throng,” but an unf ate slip of the
converted the final rds into “the
white-washed throng.” The colored brethrea
started in wonder and the prayer came to &
snéd :
i

FASHION'S FANCIES.
i 1
The fuil undraped back is seen ou many new
gowns from the best houses. )

Long white ostrieh piumes will be worn upon
many of the stylish “pietare bats” during the
summer,

The wceordion-pleated skirt that vpens orshuts
with sach step of the wearer is much liked for
the sew mobhair stufls

The useful blouse waists are now made in blue
or pisk as well as searlet surad, and worn with
lace skirts for the house.

Simple woolen mansles are trimmed down the
front acd around the peck with a kunife-pleating
of silk of the same color.

Many long loops of ribbon falling from the
throat and caught in at the waist are suopposed
to give style to cotton moruing gowos

Overskirts are not cutin set fashion auny
more, drnr-ry being obtained by tacking the
breadths of the gown to the foundation quite at
taste, caprice or convenience. .

The house-bodice, now so much to the fore, is
pot much but a yoke with a full ruffle sewed
upon it, tbe ruffle long enough to come six
;ubo; below Lhe belt, four on the '1ips and five
behind.

Big aprons of spotted cream wull, lace-edged
and finished with a sash of poogee or moire, are
worn at breakfast or jtea time by fashionable
young women, and are simply too fetching for
anything.

An obeervant eritic says anenl the “Spanish
poke:” [t is impossible to wear a vell gracetully
with the uncouth shape—the effect being al-
ways that of a fly-pet draped ascross a Duich
gable roof.”

Fashion vow allows a iedgth of broad lace—so
it be of good quality the kind is immaterial—to
bs draped about the shoulders and simply knot-
ted at the breast, as a fivish to almost any half
dress gown.

New York Post: Many women who have grace-
ful ficures will wear, upon the promenade and
for visiting, stylish toilets with very deep point-
ed waists, to which are applied full skirts laid
in fiat pleats from front to back, the pleats over
the slight tournure inereasing iu width to give
sdditional fuliness

Among the elegant novelties for traveling
wear are dust cloaks roade of twilled silks of ex-
tremely frm texture and admirabls eoloring.
These protective wraps are made like tha Kil-
larney or Irish peasant cloaks of vlush worn
last winter. They are smocked around the
throat and hang straight, the wrap reaching to
the foot of the skirt all around. They are
simply bemmed and fastened with moire rib-
bons at the throat, A few are finished with a
hood at the back. Russet-brown, dark terra-
::lu, dove-gray and olive are favorite eolors for
tLese.

It is evident that & host of fancy wrappings
will be seen at the watering-places this summer
—bodices shaped with wiogs and short postilion
backs, and small pelerines’and mantalets of ev-
ery atyle, but all partakicg of the visite shape,
with fronts lone or short. This sort of wrap
does not seem likely to be abandoned, but it is
almost exclusively the property of married
women, whether youthful or matronly, and is
never worn by young girls, who select jackets
~rm:pbhn¢ those worn with riding habits, natty
Eoglish sbort coats, and glove-fitting French
redingotes for traveling and jong walks in the
country.

e —y T

———-—*.—.
LOULISA MAY ALCOTT.

———-

The Popular Writer's Recollectiions of Her
Childheod.

Being born on the birthday of Columbus I
seem to have somethiog of my patron saint's
lgirit of adventure, and rusning away was one
of the delights of my childnocod. Many s social
lunch have I shared with hospitable Irish bezgar
children, as we ate our crusts, cold potatoes
and sals fish on voyages of discovery among the
ash heaps of the waste land that then lay where
the Albany station (Boston) now stands. Many
an important pienie have I had on the dear old
Boston Common, with strange boys, pretty
bavies and friendly dogs, who always seemed to
feel thatthis reckless young on needed look-
ing after. Oo one oecagion the town-crier found
me fast asleep at 9 o'clock at niebt on a
doorstep in Bedford street, with my head pil-
lowed on the curly breast of a big Newfound-
land, who was with diffleulty persuaded to re-
Jease the weary little wanderer who bad sobbed
nersslf to sieep there. 1 often smile as I pass
that door, and never forget togive gntofur;at
to avery big dog I meet, for never have I slept
more soundly than on that dusty step, nor found
a better friend than that noble animal who
watched over the lost baby so faithfully.

My father's school was the only one I ever
went to, and, when this was broken up because
be introduced methods now all the fashion, our
lessons went on at home, for he was always sure
of four little pupils who firmly believed in their
teacher, though they have not done him all the
credit he deserved. I never liked arithmetic or
grammar and dodged these branches on all oe-
casions; but reading, composition, history and
geography I enjoyed, as well as the stories read
to us with a skill which made the dullest charm-
ing and useful. “Pilgrim's Progress,” Krom-
macher’s ‘‘Parables,” Miss Edgeworth, and the
best of the dear old fairy tales made that hour
the pleasantest of our day. On Sundays we
had a simple service of Bible stories, hymns,
and conversation about the state of our little
consciencies and the conduet of our childish
lives, which never will bs forgotten.

Walks each morning round the Common while
in the city and long tramps over hill and dale
when our bome was in the country were a part
of our education, as well as every sort of house-
work, for which I bave always been very grate-
ful, since such knowledge makes one independ-
ent in these days of domestic tribulation with
the help who are too ofien only hindrances.

Needlework began early. and at ten my skill-
ful sister made a linen shirt beauntifuliy. while
at twelve 1 set up as a doll's dressmaker, with
my sign out and wonderful models in my win-
dow. All the children employed me, and my
turbans were the rage at one time
to the great dismay of the neigh-
bors’ hens, who were hotly huated
down that I might tweak out their downiest
feathers to adorn the doll's headgear. Active
exercise was my “elight from the time when a
ehild of six I drove my hoop around the Com-
mon without stopping. to the days when I did
my twenty miles in five hours and went to a
party in the evening.

» % » Emersonremained mybeloved ‘‘Mas-
ter” while he lived, doing more for me, as for
many another youug soul, than he ever knew,
by the simple beauty of his life, the truth and
wisdom of his books, the example of a guod,
great man untempted and unopo*-!od by the
world, which he bad made nobler while in it, and
Joft richer when he went. The Coneard days
were the happiest of my life, for we had charm-
ing playmates in the little Emersons, Chan-
piogs, Hawthorne's, and Goodwins, with the
{llustrious parents and their friends to ecjoy our

ranks and share our excursions. Atsixteen I
gogan to teach twenty pupils, acd for ten years
learned tc know and love children. The story
wrinung went on all the while
with the wusual trials of begioners
Fairy tales told the Emersons made
the first printed book, and “Hospital Sketches”
the first successful one. Every experience
wert into the cauldron to eome out as froth,
or svaporate in smoke, till time and sufferioe
strengthened and clarified the mixture of
truth sad faney, and a wholesome draught
for children began to flow pleasantly and profit-
ably.

e
Hetty Greon’s Thrift.
New York Lettar,

Mrs. Hetty Green's operations and invest
ments are enormons. She is extrezely econom-
ical. She held Reading bonds, but refused to
come in under the plan of reorganization till
the last moment. She walked into the office of
Brown Bros. carrving a dilapidated bag that
might poesibly, from appearances, contain an
old maid's lunchk. It held £100,000 worth of
Reading bonds. She is fearless, and ecarries
around a fortune as she wouid a pair of bine
woolen stockings to be worn over her shoes in
spow-storms.

**Here are m
The time for
New York

“Can’t receive them here, madam;” said the
elerk. politely. ““We wonld have 1o send them
l: Ph_i’ls-loiphh. You have oanly one day more
there.’

“What would it cost to send $100,000 wo rth
there?’ she asked.

“One bundred and ten dollars,” was the ans-
wer. It was worth that much fer service and
insurance.

“What!” she exelaimed, eveing him sbarply.
“One bundred and ten doliars, and the fare
there is only #2350 1 will o myseif.” Arnd sbe
did. She is one of the few successful women
speculating in Wall atreet,

iR
Frobably Noi.

8t. Louls Posi-Dispatch.

We do not hear of a'n& one betting that the
8t Louis convention give a hearty indorse-
went 0 Mr. Clevelands civil-service reform

bonds,” she said to the elerk.
epositing them had expired in

o

vl

THE LATEST FASHIONABLE FAD.

——
Emetionsl Religion the Present Dissipation
Amoag the Faiuilaine “Quality,
Kew York Graphie.

In the Eilevated train during the crowded
morning hours there entered what Mr.
would eall ‘s fine figeer of a woman® ia wido

weeds. These were rendered more emphatis
by a broad, overlying collar of white lawn and
wi t-ni:l-but.' c:iﬂ: ‘;!' the same material.

. widow of & at least™ one man
whispered behied his friendly vewspaper.

As she made her way through the aisle in an
impressive and seif-constious way an Irish
woman nursiog & basket sent forth literally an
unholy howl. The inference was that the
bishop's widow had trod on the Irish foot.

Her face flushed. She raised her band and
caught hold of a tiny purple ribbon. "Tmere was
a metallic gleam. e rested her hand and it
eontents against her chin, and east up her eyes
in an adoring attitude.

The was uomistakable. The surrounl-
ing men looked on with carious smiles. n-
luckily for the impressiveness of the situation
the train swung around the Fourth-street curve.
The bishop's widow was burled aganst a firm
and {riendly man, with wide enough shoes to
eusure a footing, the purple ribbon with its
metallic pandant in the air, and ahe was
steered op unely into a seat which one of the
men offered, and for whieh she neglected to
thank him.

Altogetber, it was one of those little episodes
that enliven elevated travel As it bappened
the widow's seat was next the Irish woman, whe
bad by this time forgotten her pains. At Hous-
ton street a forlorn-looking working eirl came
in. The Irish woman glanced concernadly up
and down. “ .

‘Yo don't look able to stand. Jis, rest ye
bhere.” She drew her knees together, pushed
aside dress of the bishov's widow and pulled
the gi® down onto thes between the seats
for which the little dividing rail allows. The
bighop's widow was now recovered sufficiently
from her confusion to show bher annoyance at
the liberty.

The surrounding groupof men again took in
the little scene. At Chatham square the bish-
op's widow arose, having regained her impres-
siveness, and went ount, pausing to ask the
trainman if that was the station for the St

's Mission.

In the train was a well-known woman physi-
cian who had seemed entertained by the affamur.

*“What did all that performance mean!” she
was asked.

“It is & present qu in which I am very
mueh interested. think it will yet prove of
pathological interest.”

*‘What is the phase!”

*“The religious in its relation to fashionable
life. You know the plain, matter-of fact, sim-
p!y-do-your-duty sort of religion bas all gone
out. The present form is emotional, and has
various attitudes. The luxury of religious

emotions can't be satisfactorily realized in »
beterogeneous audience on Sunday and among
the formalities of chureh architecture. This 18
found in what is knowa as ‘drawing-room work.’

“] once went to a parlor talk, given, | think,
by Mrs. Van €ott.

**That was the beginning, but the difference
is empbasized by the different names. ‘Draw-
ing-room work' represents the top wave of re-
ligious feeling, and has not so much reference
to the quality of the feeling as to the quality of
its possessors, many of whom belong to the now
immortal 400.

**This special organization is under the charge
of Mres. Bottome, whose husband was or 15 »
Methodist mivister. It has been in existence
several years and is 80 far an organization that
it possesses 200 camp chairs and «s many copies
of gospel hymus, which are carried from one
magnificent residence to another as these meet-
inge take place. But its influence has become
much wider and & species of braneh societies
has arisen elsewhere under some common bond.

“‘As women are my spscialty—and scratch a
woman you find her nervous—I bhave followed
this thiog up with some interest inasmuca as
their emotions are in such direct relation to
women's nervons centers. Oune of these meet-
ings will be a fair example of all. ~The room
was dimiy lighted. Mrs. Bottome he¢ld a central
seat. About her were grouped some low chairs
and hassocks. The rooms were speedily erowd-
ed; there was no sound but the rustle of rich
garments.

“ “Presently thres young, well-knowa and
fashionable women entered and grouped them-
selves on thess low seats about ‘Mrs. Bottome,
gazing into her face with rapt giances during
the entire meeting. :

. “I give Mrs. Bottome the credit of being one
of those extremely, healthy, well balanced
women who is able to stand this sort of thisg
withount injuring her mind or ber bedy. But
she is only one against & thousand who can't
support it.

‘“‘She is not sentimental. She speaks brusque-
ly and to the poinot. She tells biunt truths,
and illustratea shem with pathetic little
anecdotes. She uses her hands and arms coan-
stantly, and gets a good deal of exercise one
way or apother during this subdued hour
Unbappily, she can’t bestow her physique and
her sturdy mind on her hearers—these languish-
ing young maids and matrons about her knees,
and who cliog to her as a sort of bhdir shirt.
She tells one of her little stories, and uoder the
iufluence of the moment eome of the women
yield to an expansiveness which, when they bad
been braced up by a hearty luoch, must bave
astonished themselves. -

““Now, all this has been preliminary to another
large association. It has moet attractive feat-
ores. It is just the sort of thing that 999 men
in 1,000 would agree was emioently wonsnlr
and fitting. Bout I am nota man, sod 1 don't
eare a twopence for the ideal. I believe in doing
all the gnod you can and sayiog nothing about
it, as some one wise man has said before me.
Our friend the bishop's widow, who performed
her little act in the car, is a representative of
the new religious phase. The Irish woman who
gave a tired girl the edge of a seat is an old-
fashioned person. The ethics and mstheties of
the situation you are as good a judge of as L

“But asa woman and physician I deplore all
this religious self-consciousness and habits of in-
trospection. Itscon becomes meorbid. I doa’t

believe it is any more wholesome to be always
contemplating your moral and spiritual insides
than your lungs or bheart or stomach. Every
medical school will warn vou against that. Nor
do I believe in transmuting those little kindly
acts which we all are bound to render one an-
other in this vale of tearginto waves of religious
emotion.”

e
ACROSS PLAINS OXN

—
A Wonderful Trip from Santa Fe to Inde-
pendence, Mo, in 1851,
Kansas City News, :

Among the Jeeds of early life in thHe West,
the famous ride of F. X Aubrey, fr§m the
plaza of Santa Fe to the public square of Inde-
pendence, Mo., as a physical achievement stands
without an equal. Indeed, 1t is doubtful if the
bistory of the world ean present a parallel to
that great ride of 800 miles, through a eountry
overrun with bostile Indians, a large pars of the
distance being throuzh sandy deserts and leading
across rivers, mountain and prairies, with oniy
the sky for a covering and the earth as a resting

HORSEBACK,

lace.
B An old resident of this city. who used to know
Aubrey very well, in a conversation recently,

said:

“When I first met Aubrey, about 1548 he
was & young musn of thirty-five, the perfect
picture of health and strength. Short, rather
heavy set, weighing about 160 pounds, he bad
an honest, open countensuce, and was one of
the rising men of the plains. He wasa French
Canadian, came to St. Louis in 1840, and very
soon afterward engaged in business as s Santa
Fe trader, making trips to Santa Fe from Inde-
pendence Mo., and spendiog the larger part of
his time in the saddie He was a noted horse-
man, and spared neither man nor beast whea
on & joproey. Everything be did was done
with a rush.

“Aubrey made two rides alone from Santa Fe
to Inadependence. The first wason a wager of
$1,000 that be could cover the distance in eight
days. He succeeded in reaching his destination
three hours before the expiration of his time.
He killed several horses in the ride, and it is
said that the death of one horse on ihe ':g’
obliged him to walk twenty-five miles to Couneil
Grove, carrying his saddle on his back, before
he found another. He was the lion of the
day at St. Louis and Independence after this
ride. There were many powerful men snd many

riders in those times, but not one of them
dared to attempt to beat Aubrey's record. He
determined to beat it himself, and on & second
wager he left Santa Fe in 185l, and gave the
severes: test of buman endurance 1 have ever
known.

“I was on my way to Saunta Fe (it was thirty-
geven years ago) with a tramn of twenty-five

wagons fillsd with merchandise, and koew noth- |

ing of his design. When we were at the Rabbis
Ears, about ons hundred miles from the old
Spavish city, we saw a man approachiog in &
sweeping gallop, mounted on a yellow mare and
leading another. As he came nearer, mistakiog
us for Indians, he whirled and retreated fifty or
six1y yards, then turped to take a second look.
Our wagons eoming round a hill provad that we
were friends, and putting spurs to his steed, he
dashed past, merely nodding his head as the
dust flew into our faces. It was a great surprise
to me for Aubrey to tress a friend in that style,
but wheo I reacled Sants Fe |

Every. moment was precious,

preme effort of his Jife. Night and day

rushed on. Six horses dropped dead as he rode

them.
“‘His own beautiful mare, Nellie, the one he

- ——
A SAILOR'S YAERN.

———
The Big Blrd That Attesupted te Fly Away
with a Boy.
¥an Franecisco Examiner,

Periodically some ship from southern latl
tudes briogs home a siory of euormous birds
that have been encountered during the the voy.
age. As the encounter, as parrated, usually con-
s1sts of nothing wore than the sights of the birds
the statements are passed by as scamen’s varoa,
or, if the auditor is more charitable. be decides
that the narrator has seen a rather large alba-
tross, which, by the light or the condition of the
air was made to appear of enormous size ard
strange color. A few years ago a ship brought
to this port & carious monster bird which had
been found floating dead in the sea. It was pro-
nounced a condor—a bird found only among the
Joftiest peaks of the Andes. It had probabi
been injured high up in the air in a fight wit
one of its own kivd, and had fallen into the sea
The birds the sailors téll about ars sueh as might
come from a eross of the albatross and the con-
dor, if such a cross were possible, axcept for the
size, which is greater than that of either.

A strange story told by Captain Puit, of the
Briush ship Talisman, which came around Cape
Hora from Liverpool. makes it appear possitile
that the stories of tbhe sailors may oot be all ex-
aggerations or inventions. “The ship,” said
Captamn Putt, “had a hard time from the start
We hiad to doa jotof repairing at the Falkland
islands, after poing through a gale that almost
sent her to the' bottom. From the Horn up te
the Chilian coast we floundered in a changiog

ale for two weeks. One day the mate’s son, &
ad of about filtesn, was thrown by a longe of
the ship from his seat on a crosstres into the'
water. The boy was wrapped in a big son'wester.
A satlor named Bauning saw that the boy eouid
not swim wrapped up as he was, and leaped into
the water after him. The sea water in this
neighborhood is so ¢old that & man eannot live
much longer than twenty-five or thirty minutes
in it

‘““The attention of every man on board was
given to the two men in the water, but when one
sailor raisod his eyes and saw an epormous bird
making direct for the boy he emitted a ery of
terror, which was jeined in by every one as
soon as they saw it It did mot resembles a
gloud, nor did it earry a rock in its talons, bus
it was an enormous creature that no two men
would care to battle with under any ecircum-
stances. When Banoiog raised his eyes and
saw the bird, his first thought was to tarn
ground and make for the ship. Fear took
possession of him, and his strokes grew iess
powerful.

“Seeing Bannine’s danger, James Gray
jonmped in after him. Just as bhe reachea the
water the great creature reached the boy, who
was growmng very faint At first the bird
seemed undetermined what to do. It pecked at
the boy about the body, heeding not the shouts
of the sailors who sought to frighten it away.

“It was some time before a boat could be low
ered, and by the time it was let into the water
and manned the boy had gone down once. His
sudden disappearance surprised the bird, which
was about to turn its attention to Banning,
when the boy came to the surface again. 1 ran
to wy cabin and returned with a rifle to shoot
the bird should it grow ugly. When |1 got on
deck the first thing | saw was the strange creat-
ure rising in the sir with the boy, and its mate,
which suddenly appeared, almost as large, was
sttacking Bauning. He was on his back, dodg-
ing the beak of his adversary and swimming to-
ward the veasel with all his might. I was never
more excited in my life. I bhardly koew what te
do. The boy was being carried away, and was
up thirty or forty feet in the air

¢ ‘Shoot the bird,' yelled the mate, rusning
about the deck like a erazy man, and shoutivg
at the top of his voice orders that were not
obeved. In shooting, [ of course ran the risk of
killing the boy instead of the big bird, if, in-
deed. he was not killed by the fall; but there
was not much time to think of this; the bird
was still rising, and after & basty aim I fired, '

“It was an excellent shot. A wing fell help-
less, as if I had broken iz, and then the bird
tumbled down into the water. The second bird,
when it saw the boat ap left Baoniog
and made a flerce attack oo one of the bostmen,
striking bim with its foot a blow that fslled
him to the bottom of the boat. Another of the
crew raised an oar and hit the bird with all his
might, when it flow away.

“Banning, Gray, and the boy wers picked up.
The latter was unconscions. but after a good
rubbing was brought to. Banning was bleed-
ing about the face and more or less injured
about the body. The wounded bird fought
viciously when ao attempt was & to capture
it It was finally | and taken aboard
Three weeks afterward it died, and it is now at
Valpsraiso being stuffed. The boy said that
before he went down be felt himsell losing
consciousness and grabbed at the enormous
bird that was hovering over him. He caught
its feet and held on with the grip of a drowning
man. He partially regained his senses in the
air, but thought he was bhigher np than ke
really was aod did not dare to et go

“l bave seen manv big condors and other
large birds,” continued the Caprain, “but never
any winged thing as large as this. The streteh
of its wings was over fourteen feet. The bead
and neck were destitute of feathers, and the
former, which was much flattened, was skinned
and bleeding. It bad the big, etrong beak of
an albatross, and the plumage, though some-
what darker, was not uclike that of vhe latter
bird. lts feet were on!ly partialiy webbed. Dur-
ing the time we bad it on rd and antil it died
it was not seen 10 eat, but it slept constantly,
and it took some reugh haadling to awaken it.”

<

A GRIEF-STRICKEN DOG.
A Cowboy's Dog Would Not Recognize His
Master When Arrayed in Fine Clothes,
New Orleans Times-Democrat.

A cattle man from Arizona, William Wilson
by name, has just come down to the eity and
brought with him a dog that would have de-
lighted the heart of the author of ‘‘Sartor
Resartus.” For the animal flaunts a true Car-
lylean contempt for the fripperies of civilization
and the useless adornment of clothes.

Mr. Wilson sent Nugger, the dog, to board
with » dog fancier in & canine boardineg bo
and then weot to a ciothing store and oxehanm
his cowboy’s rig for new clothes of the latest
cut. The nsxt dsy he ecalled on Nugget,
but Nugget would have move of
him. The master whistled w0 the dog,
petted him, and made every effort to
make him understand that affection was nos
changed, even though clothes had been The
dog looked up at the silk hat which had taken
the place of the broad-brimmed sloueh to which
he Lad been accustomed, sniffed at the dude-like
cane, and surveyed the light trousers from sev-
eral points of view, and then walked off to'the
corner of the reom, lay down, and gave a loog
mournful howl. Mr. Wilson tried to coax him
out of the corner, but counld not. Nuegget would
look up at him with a knowink expression in
his eye, and oecasionally give the fseblest litile
wag to the end of bis tail, but he could not be
induced to reconsider his evident determinpation
not to recognize his master in suy such ridieu-
lous attire as that.

Me. Wilson went to his botel, donned his
cowboy's rig again, and then returned to Nue-
get's quarters. The instant the dog saw him
he was almost wild with joy, and his delight at
seeing his master again clothed as he thoughta
man ougbt to be was aimost usbounded.

—

The Lady Clerks at the Capital,
Washington Letter,

The sexes are mixed togetber in the govera-
ment work, and the desks of the ladies stand
side by side with those of the gentiemen. Some
of the old lady clerks are fine looking, and there
is one gray-baired lady of the Treasury wkhose
busband was Lieutevant-governor of Ohio, and
the daughter of & Minister to Mexico works
within the same walls. There is & fine-looking
old lady in the Pension Office who boasts of be-
ing a great grandmother, aud who was the first
woman clerk. ever slected by a Legislature in
this country.

The lady clerks of Washington dress well. As
a rule they keep themselves posted on topics of

neral interest, and they are good talkers

auy of them are employed in the Pest
office Department, and they do the most
of the dead-letter office business year
sbout 5,000,000 ietters come to the dead lette;
office. The ladies look over these letters, de-
cipher their conten d send them where they
should go. Oue set open the lettors, anotherset
read and sort them, and auother examines and
redirects them to their proper piaces. Every
vear there is from £30,000 1o $40,000 in these let-
ters , and a vear ago the letters which came 1o
the dead-letter office contained drafts and
orders 0 the amount of §1,500,000,
Eighty four thousand letters soutained postare-
stampe and 25.000 contained articles of merchan-
dise. There are on the average about 15,000 let-
i office, and the

“J.“.' m
your Jeep a m "
“Yes, it must have boen some 5

lmeonmul.um I'm afraid
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New York San. Sad Square.

Dominie (1o hatel elerk)-] pose
special rates for preachers!

Hotel Clork—No, we treat v
here. All we nsk is that he bebaves
and respecis the rules of the honss.

Omaha World. P

Frince Alexsnder (of Balgaris)-—
the Lord High Chamberiain teils me
Higbfeather told him that Duke
gt
mare ight ast
Princess Yhud.—ﬂm :
e -
New York hl.‘ DU s
“Bobby.” said his mother, stersly, 1 gum
Tox 0w o T et T
. -
{nor:ht 1 sball do.”

“Why not give up punishing me, mal" supsests
odBob,':ry. "'l:sd::n‘tm u.ttuy i

- <

Net That Way Here, Y
Kew York Tribune,
his “The

] Judgi&ut:o- this

ington " politics in ‘.-

good deal like polities in this eity: 1
First Citizen—I bhear Blumengers :

to polities. Is it sof .

d Dirto—Yes, he's opened & miong

the corper,

——

A Seasible Proposision.
Fan Francisco Post,
“Papa will never consent, Joha.”
“I'm sorey.”
"‘.i-‘:o am L"” . .o
“You're r1 ange
“You're a goose.”
“Then let's fiy.”
———

Same Up There as Here.
Boston Couner,
St. Peter—Do you wans to pet inf
Applicant—I1f vou please :
St. P.—Do you thick you are ¢ to ge it y -
A. (bemtaningly)—=Well, I'm not much of .

singer—. [ .-Il':‘

St P.—Oh, that dossn’t matter;
paid choir hers so do the sinving. Go right
i

Evonlntion Never Stops,
Omaba Warld.

Newspaper Canvacser (a fow years 1
o for ﬁoﬁ :

»

—Don't you want to subsoribe

Ciﬂﬂ.lﬂ“ -
Ameriean Citizen—No, T've got 2o use foy

“ﬂm.

“Don't see how that ean be.” 9

of mp
ol S
s |

‘“Why, you see, | have a private wirs
owa to the bass-ball grounds. '
-

Broken Vows, "-]
““Will you not sing something, Miss Clarel

we have gy
i

»

=

-

i :

said in a tender tone of voroe, “something Y

LN

:.;l:-o'uhnl stiliness, the wild slience of
*“‘Cortainly, Mr. Sampson,” sbe said,

she seated herself ot the piaso and
‘T'm lonely to-night, love, withont you.*
He bad firmly resolved never 1o touch

sgain, but he was he ped to bed that might

e
Looking for § methihg Chelon,
New York Ban. 4
*‘Enny good butterT” inquired an old lady
the grocer.

p

4 .:1

« ¥

"'}'un‘oumny flies on cur butter, mad §

am.
Then the old

lady, whose knowledge of i
lish is limired, s Tl

“Well, if flies won't eat it, taint good ‘sonsh

fer ms,” and she went across the where
ouly the choice brands were sold. o -

e -
The Wicked Reporter's Reward. “
Omaha World. ‘
St. Peter—You were a wicked reporter, [ ‘
and only went to ehurch whea seat there to e
sermons. How many sermons did you

Reporter—Oune s wesk for iwenty
twenly Umes

-

fifty-two ls—twice noughte

:mht. twice two are lour, twios five are fen—

sermons, sir.

"Gow:nuhuw sloud aod lis dows
stagithersi” '
———

ASCFENSION 1SLAND,
——

The Lonely Little Spot from Which England

Kept Watch on the Grest Napuleon,
London Dai'y Telegrarh. '

One of the last iinks which connect thia souns
try with what M. Thiers calls the “Napoleonis
legend” ie about o be suapped. la
the great Napoleon was teansferred
Bellerophor, on hoard which shio bhe had re-
mained since his surrender
at Rocbefort, on July 14, w0
land of seventy-four guns, w
to St. Helens. The tracsferre
trious prisoner from one ship
fected off Start Point on the
on the following day the Northumberland,

before that day the Britush govern
ful of the !l\lt,thlt the Freach
ready escaped from El
canne of all the anxiewy
the Hupdred Days and the battle of
gave rise, made it evidens
determined not to allow
ible captive fo pet

ingly they sent s man-of-war to
of the Island of Ascension, w
land to the reex of S
separated by 760 miles of w
pearly in the muddile
ocean, about balt
Africa and that of
the few isolated or
the globe., Like
Helena, it ia »
ey S
voloanie on
ous toree of su fire
ous peaks and deeply-sunk ra
Toe Em r repeatediy
tion to Count Mouthelon that if
self 10 the tender mercies
sailors in au attemptl 10 sscADS
they wouid throw him overbeard when the
which earried Ciesar ana his fortunes
out at sea. The British
up their miods that
evasion should arise.
the intrigues, bribes
bis sister Pauline, the wifl
had contrived 1o rescus
castodians at Elba, asd
that they should not
Among many oll:w

‘s Ministry ‘o
mnu the Island
seized sod hbeld
man-of war and its erew in
to this it has remaioed under the
British Admiralty, whe
a vaval officer to the com
which has been treated as
the warships of the Royal
Ascension there are said to be
po more than 1350 inbhabitants, all
ing of English officers,
with a few Kreomen in
The chief exports of
tles sud birds’ eges,
fluence of the mtb-tnn:
thirty-sight square
and salubrious climate.
face of the fsland there
acres under cultivation,
Sy et
recent
cantion, the product fu which
abound is rats of extraordinary size 3
ing impudenee. It is notoricas that . L
Napoleon's residence at St Heleoa, SWNIEC
with these ubiquitous redents, which made s
& noise st night that sleep was almost
ble. Writing o Jan. 17, 1517,
records in his “Volee from St
according to Mr. gm ::r
voice—that, “‘ss N
took his hat off the sideboard, &
out of it and ran between bis logs.
ish empire will pot wolt & single featder

ize and stre by reasen of ite SWITOEE

rest
“How lone can 1
““Forever.”
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A Sad Thoaght.
Minneapolis Tribune
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